
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Doh't stop, or it will be too much somehow, 
And you will hear my heart. 

REFLECTIONS 

Your eyes were strange with sorrow: were there tears 

That touched their color to such troubled light? 

Those mirrors wherein mine had shone so bright 

Refused the image, looking on the years, 

Like naked runners running upon spears, 

That showed so impotently few tonight — 

The pageant of a passion men requite 

With death, and freedom whose chief wage is fears. 

I would have outstared sorrow in your eyes, 
But looking on them, mine reflected yours 
As the most lucid pool shows stormy skies, 
Cloud facing cloud, when deepest calm endures. 
And though my lips had drunk your bitter wine, 
You would have tasted bitterer, touching mine. 

KNOWLEDGE 

Now there is no confusion in our love — 

For you are there 

With the big brow, the cheek of tougher grain, 

The rougher greying hair; 

And I am here, with a woman's throat and hands. 

We are apart and different. 
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Babette Deutsch 

And there is something difference understands 

That peace knows nothing of. 

It is the pain in pleasure that we seek 

To kill with kisses, and revive 

With other kisses; 

For by our hurt we know we are alive. 

The tides return into the salty sea, 

And the sea-fingered rocks are swept and grey. 

There are no secrets where the sea has crept, 

But the sea 

Has kept its ageless mystery. 

And we, 

Beaten by the returning passional tides, 

Searched by the stabbing fingers, 

Washed and lapped and worn by the old assault, 

Knowing again 

The bitterness of the receding wave, 

With renewed wonder facing the old pain, 

We are as close 

As one wave fallen upon another wave; 

We are as far 

As the sky's star from the sea-shaken star. 

Love is not the moon 

Pulling the whole sea up to her. 

And there is something darkness understands 

These moons know nothing of. 

Babette Deutsch 
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